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his hands. By this time we had climbed to the top
of the bund, and another flash showed me that, as
I had feared, it was my tent which had blown over.
Mercifully, the marquee was still standing, so I
turned in there, threw off my wet things, wrapped
myself up in dry blankets, drank a whole bottle of
French vermouth through the neck and woke up
next morning none the worse. But it was a long
time before my things were dry again.
As soon as the rain showed signs of stopping we
tested our new organisation in miniature by making
the men throw up a protective earth-wall round
each camp, as the ground was still too wet for serious
earthwork. Each village was given a length of this
tiny bund exactly proportioned to the number of
villagers at the camp, and small prizes were offered
to those who did best. At the supply depot this
work was fully justified, since the large creek on
which the depot stood was tidal, the moon was at
half, and the level of the water was rising daily.
Pollard and I realised that in another week or so
this tide would be at its height and the creek would
overflow, so we decided on our own responsibility
to keep back some of McElwaine's men for the
present and put them on to building a causeway to
connect the camp with the bund. The remaining
two thousand three hundred trooped out on the
following day and were given the job of throwing
up a light section of the main bund from camp
21,500 on towards Shaiba. Pollard's surveyors
ran out a line twenty-five feet away from the site
of the bund and I strode along this, pacing out a
task for each village which allowed four feet of
length or a hundred cubic feet of earthwork to
every man, I took the headmen with me and left